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They called Watson * my good fellow' and,
when he had given, very curtly, some information,
the gentleman threw him a shilling. The ladies,
very grand and speaking with affectation, looked
at Judith, who was dressed like Mrs. Ritson or
any of the people of the place. When they were
gone Watson threw the shilling into the Tarn.
He was trembling with anger.

* I'll tell them if 'tis fright road.    If they
come again without biddin* they maun stay a
bit ... I'll settle him.'

She laughed and said that she supposed that
anyone had a right to the place.

* Nay, they havena . . . the man's a lump of
mutton off an auld tup.'

She didn't laugh any more, when she saw how
deeply moved he was. It was as though these
people had soiled the landscape for him.

Judith went one day and called on his sister.
Then one evening, sitting in his kitchen, she told
him everything: about her father and mother,
her childhood in Uldale, her life at Stone Ends,
her marriage with Georges, her time in London,
her present distress and ever-growing anxiety, her
love for Georges that seemed to grow ever deeper
and deeper. He took her hand in his huge one.

* Aye, you want someone to look after you.'   v
From that evening it seemed to her that he

was always at hand, although there were days
when she didn't see him. Indeed he was a
tremendous worker, had no time for idling with
females. But he was behind her and beside her.
The thought of him infinitely comforted her.